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mouth, or at Torquay—our decision would have been furthered on. our finding the steamer's flag was a tricolour; but was ultimately made by a desire for breakfast, &c.
Limestone and sandstone rocks of Torbayare very brilliant in their colours, and sharp in their forms ; strange to say, I believe I never saw real rocks before in my life. This consciousness keeps me very silent, for I feel I am admiring what everyone knows, and it is foolish to observe upon.
You see a house said to have belonged to Sir Walter Raleigh ; what possessed him to prefer the court at Greenwich to a spot like this ? Heally the abstract vague desire.of distinction docs seem to me the most morbid unnatural feeling going. 1 can understand a man tempted by a definite tangible prize, or a dependent man setting out to seek his fortune; but not that gluttonous indefinite craving for honours and reputation.
Now 1 know I am writing great nonsense ! but since I should say it in words if I were with you, I will write it down.
I know I am writing in a very dull way, but can only say that the extreme deliciousncss of the air arid the fragrance of everything makes me languid, indisposed to speak or write, and pensive. My journey did not fatigue me to speak of, and I have no headache, deafness, or whizzing in rny ears ; but really 1 think I should dissolve into essence of roses, or be attenuated into an echo, if I lived here. Certainly I am not more original in my remarks and disposed to start a conversation than an echo, as the people here as yet find, though they may not yet have discovered my relationship to an essence.
What strikes me most is the strange richness of everything. The rocks blush into every variety of colour, the trees and Holds are emeralds, and the cottages are rubies. A beetle I picked up at Torquay was as green and gold as the stone it lay upon, and a squirrel which ran up a tree here just now was not the pale reddish-brown to which I am accustomed, but a bright brown-red, Nay, my very hands and fingers look rosy, like Homer's Aurora, and I have been gazing on them with astonishment. All this wonder I know is simple, and therefore, of course, do not you repeat it. The exuberance of the grass and the foliage is oppressive, as if one had not room to breathe, though this is a fancy—the depth of the valleys and the steepness of the slopes increase the illusion—• do 1 think it U in
